The Tragt&t of 

With eager feeding food doth choke the feeder, 
Light Vanitie,infatiate cormorant. 
Cenfuming meancs foone prayes vpon it felfe: 
This roy all throne of Kings, this Sceptred llc # 
This earth of Maicftie,this featcofMars, 
This other Ede^dcmic Paradice, 
This Foretreffe built by Nature for her felfe, 
Againftinfeftion,and thchandof Warre$ 
This happy breede of Men ; this little World, 
This precious Stone fet in the filuer fca, 
Which fcrucs it in the office of a Wall, 
Or. as a Moatc defenfioe to a houfc, 
Againfl the enuie of Icfle happier Lands : 
This blefTed plotte, this Earth^his Rcahne,this England, 
This Nurfe, this teeming wombc of royall Kings, 
Feard by their brccd^andfamons by their birth, 
Reno wned in their deedes as farre from home, 
For chrifti an feruicc and true chiualric, 
As is the Sepulchrein ftubborne Iewrie, 
Ofthcworldes ranfome,blefled Maries fonne: 
This land .off fuch deare foules,this deare deare landj 
Deare for her reputation through the world, 
Is nowleaced out (I die pronouncing it) 
Like to a Tcnemcnt,or pelting Farmc. 
England bound in with the triumphant Sea, 
Who fc rockie jfiboare beates backe the cnuious ficge 
Of watry Ncptunc,is now bound in with fhame, 
With Inkie blottes,and*ottenParciimentbonds. 
That England that was wont to conqucre others, 
Hath made a rtiamefull concjucft of it felfe : 
Ah would the fcandall vanillit with my life, 
How happy then were my en firing deaths 

Torb. TheKingis comc,deale mildly with his youth, 
For young hot Colts being rag'de, do rage the mors. 

Sniertbc Kingtnd Qume y &c> 
Queenc. How fares our noble Vnde Lancaftcr? 
Kmg. WhatcowfortmanJhowiftwithagedGauiit? 
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Gdttnt. O how that name befits my comoofitioa, 
Old Gaunt in deede,and gaunt in being old j 
Within meGricfe hath kept a tediou* fad. 
And who ab ftaincs from mcate, that is not gaunt? 
For flecping England, long time hauel watcht-, 
Watchin^ brcedes leaneneflc,leancncfleis all gaunt: 
Theplcafure that fome Fathers feede vpon, 
Is my ftrift faft,I mcane my Childrcns lookes, 
And therein, foiling haft thou made me gaunt. 
Gaunt am I for the grauc,gaunt as a graue/ 
Whofe hollow wombeinherites nought but bones; 

King* Can fickemen play fo nicely with their names? 

Gtvnt. No,miferie makes fportto mockeit felfe. 
Since thou dolt feeke to kill my name in me, 
O mocke my name (great King) to flatter thee. 

Kmg. Should dying men flatter thofe thatliue? - 

(jaunt. No,no •> men iiuing,flatter tliofe that die. 

Km. Thou now a dying fayft,thou flattered me* 

Gaunt. Oh no. thou dieft r though I the fickcr be. 

King. I am iahealeh, 1 breath, I fee thee ill. 

Gaunt. Now he that mad erne Jknowes I fee thee ill, » 
III in my felfeto fce.and in thee feeing ill, > 
Thy death-bed is no lcflTer then theland, 
Wherein thou licit in reputation ficke, 
And thou too cajelefTe patient as thou artg 
Coiiimitfl: thy annoy nfed body to the cure 
OfthofePhifitions that.firft wounded thee: - 
A thoufaud Flatterers -litwithiathy Crowns^ 
WhofecornpafTeisna bigger then thy headj ; 
And yet inraged in fo fma!l a verge, 
The wafte is no whit lefTer then thy land: 
Oh had thy Gran dfir© with aProphcts eye,- 
Seene how his fonnes fonne Ifrould deftroy his fornix, 
From Foorth thy reach he would hauc laidc thy flianKy „ 
Depofing thee before thou wert poffeft, 
Which art polTcft now to deppfe thy felfe 
Why Cooftn, wert thou regent of the world. 
It w ere a jflhamc so let this Laud by Leafc;. 
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